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never knew when he was coming, for lie continued
to attach this strange importance to Blanche.
Each time she heard his footsteps Rosa started
up and then sank back In her chair, for It was only
the doctor; she would bite her lip and stare at the
carpet^ not to cry in front of him, and In seven days
her face had grown sharp and her eyes hollow with
watching.
"To look at you/' said father, "you would think
we had death In the house."
"Perhaps we have/' said Rosa} starting up5
"and what do you care If Blanche dies?"
"Why should she die?" Father almost said "She
never died before/1 but altered It hastily to, "One
person dies and at once you think that everyone
must die, too* You will please not be so silly, Rosa,
Go and wash your face and attend to your typing.'*
Rosa, thankful to have escaped with that,
fetched the typewriter and sat at It, staring at the
keys*
If only she could write a letter to Stephen and
ask him why he had not come; If only she knew
she thought that she might bear it. For seven
days he had left her alone^ and what had she
done?
Over and over again she searched her memory
of that night to discover what she had done. She
had been willing enough, perhaps too willing, was
that it? The painful colour came into her cheeks*
Had she been too passionate for Stephen, too
eager? It had seemed so natural then. When he
tried to unfasten her dress and could not manage